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Insomnia
I think, perhaps,
this night will never end.
The candle will flicker,
The wind will blow,
The rain will fall,
and Iwill never sleep.
Isigh.
You snort,
contentedly wrapped in a blanket
won in an earlier tug of war,
slipping farther and farther
into oblivion,
oblivious to my tired eyes.
And I think
that somewhere
someone must be laughing.
You are dreaming now.
Talking,
words and phrases
cross from your world to mine.
Twitching,
your arms jerk,
which reminds me of convulsions.
Ienvy you.
My hand slows your movement.
It pushes you back into slumber.
Ican feel your warmth
through the blanket.
I want to kiss you.
Instead, Icount the venetian blinds.
Again.
Stephen Conway
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on the eve of another plunge
i am the eternally stubborn, the dog who
keeps burning his nose on the stove.
you're there and i'm here because with my black
and white impaired vision, i can't tell if you're burning
or not.
i have followed them with their angry flres
surrounding them, and i could smell the ashes of
others who have been there before
me.
the b-horror. flick where the audience
is yelling
"don't go down there, you dumb schmucks!"
is playing in my head, even
before i burn my nose, yelp and run
away to hide
somewhere.
/
the dog knows that he'll burn his
tongue on the still-hot frying pan
that cooked the chow mein, quiche and
pancakes
the poor stupid thing doesn't
smell the drugs
that you buried in' his dog food, though.
no need to blame yourself, the dog brings
it upon himself. he sees you
scooting the dish closer and closer to the
wood stove each time he's fed.
maybe he can get it all without
touching the stove but he's
afraid to try right now. he'll starve
before he feels that degrading
slap in the face again.
i have been so far, yet i feel as if i've
just hatched and the sun is too
bright and scary
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i'm staring.
the stove is starting to
fade away.
i stared.
you stared too.
with that
the stove became a wide open space in
the kitchen and ialmost had the courage
to take a step closer.
it's true
i can't see very well, and if
i just
closed my eyes altogether
iwould just feel nameless pain
instead of
you.
these calluses are good for what
ails me, but in a way i yearn for
the days when i grabbed the
steaming pipe
with my lily white hands.
the dog will not
step any closer to the stove.
he's figured you out
but don't open the stove door
either, or he'll jump in
without a thought.
i don't have any inkling of your
whereabouts now.
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i just wish i could reveal my mind to you
without speech.
in my classes
ioften wait to see if someone else will
ask the question i have.
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i 'd almost like you to tell me
the answer before i can tell you
the question.
that might very well happen
since i really don't know the question.
the dog knows the answer.
he doesn't know english, but
in his mind as in mine, the answer boils
down to an image of pain.
with that,
i've been starving for a while.
your outstretched hand
invites me.
all my pain and burning
dissolves
into a puddle of peace.
the stove and burning pipe
in the comer of my eye, i banish the image
from my mind altogether, and
walk with determined steps throngh the
doorway of this room, a room with no
pavlovian pain and punishment,
no endless nights of whimpering
below the table, this room of you.
i pet the dog at my feet as you
throw another log into the wood stove
and
open the draft./
Matthew Gordon
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Ignorant Bliss
I live alone in a room with about a thousand little roommates. Gnats
Nasty gnats that cling to the screen of my window.
I ask one of the women
who lives in my building about them.
They come in when the weather gets cold,
Don't worry about it, they'll be dead soon enough.
I just enjoy them, watch them.
But I know they don't watch me.
They are tight together on my screen, their home is the edge of my home.
I have to look through them to see.
I take out the screen and shake
They don't leave.
I brush them off with the broom.
They won't even flyaway, they prefer to die.
They fallon the window sill.
They are dead now.
Marshelle Dawkins
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vase sitting at the exact
end of a baseball's journey
we could travel into the pieces
broken, losing history
seep through the veins of glaze
around traces of human life inside you
inanimate; unfair label
when vibrations still hang
by the mantel
Mari Kozlowski
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Lost Boy
Nintendo King, Street Hockey God, Sir Studly
He bubbles over like a shaken pop can that hisses with release
forms whoops with potato-chip salty lips, swings
his little athletic supporter threateningly over his head and
shifts into high gear and skids to a
halt
and balances
on
Nike-
encased
toes
to announce that he is HERE
with the entire family's share of energy all compressed into one
shorter-than-average, fourteen-year-old body
(muzzle and volume control optional).
Christina Cass
/
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Friends Like These
I'm still surprised at what Nicole said five minutes ago. She
and Michelle have kept on talking while I've been quiet. Now
Michelle is showing Nicole her new nail polish. Nicole says it looks
like blood. Michelle says, "Whatever," but from then on she keeps her
fingers arranged so that you can't see her nails.
They start making fun of the boys in our grade, who are
playing kickball. "Nice catch, spazz!" Nicole screams at Danny.
Everybody knows she likes him.
I finally interrupt their conversation. They're giggling
hysterically because Danny gave Nicole the finger. "Hey," I say
loudly. "Why didn't you guys call me?"
Michelle looks nervously at Nicole, who rolls her eyes. "God,
Robin, whatever," she replies. "I'm sure me and Michelle are allowed
to spend time by ourselves every once and a while. There's not,like, a
law that says we have to always be together."
"Well, duh," I say back. "I just meant that every Saturday
night since third grade we've all spent the night together, and I just
thought it was weird that all of the sudden you guys are leaving me
out"
I'm almost crying. This is so embarrassing. I try to stop. I
know everybody on the playground has got to be looking at me. Plus
there are middle school boys playing baseball practically right next to
us. I am not going to cry in front of them. I take a deep breath.
"Of course you guys can spend time alone. I just don't see
why you have to do it behind my back."
"It wasn't behind your back," Michelle mutters.
"Hello!" I say. "You know that whoever's turn it is to use
/ their house always says something during the week. If they don't the
other two just figure she can't have it because,like, her parents are in
bad moods or they're having company or something. So, of course,
Michelle, when you didn't say anything last week, I ASSUMED that
we weren't spending the night Saturday. And now all of a sudden you
guys tell me that Nicole just. .. oh my gosh. Michelle, are your mom
and dad fighting again? And you just wanted Nicole over because her
parents are divorced?" I touch her arm. "Is everything okay?"
Michelle looks at Nicole again, who sighs heavily. "Look,
Robin," she tells me. "Me and Michelle have decided that we want to
be popular in middle school next year. So we might not be hanging out
with you as much."
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We're all quiet for a really long time. I feel like they just
punched me in the stomach. With red-nailed fists. For a few seconds, I
can't breathe. Michelle is looking at the ground, crying. I can tell she's
trying not to make any noise so that nobody will look at her. Nicole
glances back over at Danny and the kickball players. She takes a jar of
cherry lip gloss out of her pocket and puts some on with her ring finger.
I can't even think of something to say. I can't believe we've
been best friends since kindergarten, and now they've just decided it's
over. How can they do that? I feel numb, like all my feelings have
been scooped out of my head. This is so weird. And I can't believe
that Michelle is sitting there bawling when I'm the one who's just been
dumped.
"Why?" I fmally ask, after I'm pretty sure my voice won't
shake.
Nicole has to tear her eyes away from precious Danny.
"That's just the way it is," she explains. "We would've drifted apart
anyway. This is just easier."
I look her straight in the eye. "For you."
Nicole runs a hand through her hair. "Well, yes, for us," she
says defiantly. "But for you too. We can't be friends in middle school.
We're too different"
"We've been best friends since kindergarten, Nicole! And
we've always been different!" I'm trying really hard not to yell. I want
to show them I'm cool, plus this is bad enough without everybody in
the universe looking over here and wondering what's going on.
I'm getting on her nerves, I can tell. She looks at Michelle.
"Am I going to have to do all the talking?" she asks. "I thought you
said you would talk too."
"You guys already discussed this?" I am yelling now. Even
though I'm really mad, I feel stupid because now everybody is looking
at us. I lower my voice a little bit "So that's why you had your secret
little slumber party. You were planning how to dump your best friend."
I guess Nicole has given up on Michelle because she's looking
back at me. "Okay, Robin. Here's the thing," she begins. "Like, okay.
For one thing, we're trying out for cheerleading, and you're like, Miss
Honor Roll of the Universe. And Michelle's parents are going to pay
us this summer to watch her sisters SO when we go school shopping
we're going to get a bunch of cool clothes."
I put my hand up. I don't want to hear any more of her stupid
reasons. "Look, guys. If you want to end five and a half years of
friendship over crap like that, fine with me. I personally think that's
retarded, but oh well. I'm sure I can find better friends than a couple of
11
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dumb cheerleaders."
Michelle puts her hand on my shoulder. She's still crying.
"Robin, we can still hang out sometimes."
I look at her hand (noticing that she has put her fingertips
under a fold of my sleeve) until she moves it away. Then I look at
Nicole. I speak really loud so everybody can hear. "By the way,
Nicole, I hope the cool, popular friends you make in middle school
don't mind that you have to bring plastic sheets every time you spend
the night with them because you wet the bed when you're away from
home."
I don't even stay to see her reaction. I whirl around and walk
slowly through the stares, back into the school, with my head held high.
Then I go to the girl's bathroom, to the last stall, and cry until recess is
over.
Christy Martin
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Lemmings
Why don't we just all cJap our hands sing dance jump off the cJiff of
knowledge and feeling the pinnacle of "experience" leave those who
can't join in forget them ignore that shriveled little introvert bawling in
the corner he means nothing to us or to you as far back as we can
remember we've been here they've been there we've been here they've
been there we've been here they've been there you follow me Ifollow
you copy you copy me ignore them sing clap join in fade out jump off
assume regret scream cry wonder ponder cling follow me copy you are
you happy?
(Manitou Springs, Colorado, July 1994)
Matthew Gordon
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She is Going
Her shrunken fmgers
cling to my steady hand as she
stares up into my eyes
and I wonder if she can read my mind.
"Why not?" I think, since
she always read my mother's
and my aunt's and my uncle's.
Fads change with each new era but really
every child thinks the same.
And after all, I am only
the tenth one to pass through her.
I wander through the years
of biscuits and gravy, barbecue and
homegrown com and tomatoes to the
catnaps and afternoon "stories" to
all the nights of Johnny Carson. And
1know all that has changed.
Johnny is now Dave and I fear
she thinks I no longer care-
I hear her reminder to "be good" and I
am back in the sterile pre-op room where she lies
in the tears that fell on the flowers of her surgical gown.
She tells me she'd be ready to die
/ if she only knew
she'd lived righteously enough to make it
through the pearly gates to the better land beyond ....
1wonder, if her perfect model and lesson to me of
industriousness, piety, and love
doesn't gain God's grace, then
how will He judge me?
Both Grandma and 1know, though,
1am young and have years left to live so
there's no need for worry now.
For a final moment 1 forget about my pain and focus
on her watery, drowsy eyes. She sees my
sympathetic, agonizing smile
slowly frees my hand and
slurs an "I love you"
as I walk away. Sarah Neal
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they lie together
as if they had something in common
besides words-
different words in each one
leading through ten thousand avenues,
practices,
blossoming planets
they vibrate in chorus
many tones forming chords, forming
cords
that bind ten thousand times ten
thousand thoughts
and minds
Marl Kozlowski
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Something is dragging itself out of the tide
Pulling one dead leg behind
Like a snowplow it scrapes- steady and slow
Like a slug
But the sand is not salty enough
To dry it up
Melody Layne
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Testament
The white flakes
slide gently down,
cradled from cloud
to ground by the
strong hands of the wind,
only to melt
each unique among millions.
each destined to the same ultimate end.
The ashes drop
from the chimney,
and the wind, uncaring,
lets them fall,
settling darkly above the white.
each unique among millions.
each destined for the same ultimate end.
A tree stands silent,
cold, alone,
covered in human snow.
Stephen Conway
Kathy Kurek
21
Manuscripts
dana
nowhere. the Great Spirit aligns her universe
with mine in uncannily coinciding moments.
my head down, furiously pounding the keys,
i feel hidden eyes and ears absorbing my exertion, ventation and
humble
interpretation of the strawberry queen,
our mediatrix. i'm tinkling away the various
birdcalls that i deem most recognizable.
nowhere. where does she disappear to at the end
of the week? The lady in the radiator holds
out her hands. as soon as i touch them, she
vanishes and i'm left alone on the empty, dim-lit
stage. i twirl the curtain rod, the rock
bleeds onto the floor.
emerging from my room
only to view a taunting image of the
couple across the hall, i sit and stare at the
radiator, calling occasionally the
song of the icicle given to me by the strawberry
queen. a quick pass down the
hall to peer into the countless crucibles of creativity, trying to
grasp the whereabouts of this elusive vessel of beauty.
her eyes are looking
down
/ and i'm
afraid
to disturb her.
what a disturbance it would be for me,
calling endlessly for her in
a pained voice through
the piano wires,
22
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to be interrupted by
the opening door
and
the blue-and-white-shined figure
standing over me .
with
piercing
blue eyes.
Matthew Gordon
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My Grandfather's Garden
I think a lot about the garden that my grandfather kept always
Full of green beans, cabbage, tomatoes, and okra
which was only for me because no one else ate it including Grandpa I think
and I know now that this is what is important, not
Drinking, and unhappiness, and the illness which finally took him
But rather that garden from which came the okra that my Grandfather grew for me and
It makes me smile to understand that everything that was good and loving in him
He did share with us through his garden.
Marshelle Dawkins
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A FLYING SAUCER DID IT
It flew right down outta the nighttime stars
I darn near saw it with rna own two eyes,
'Cept I was fussin' with the om'ry back door knob
And stumblin' over them drunkard guys.
Ya see, we was havin' ourselves a party
Just some moonshine, nothin' big
When all-of-a-sudden it came a'whooshin' and a'swooshin'
Nearly scared us outta our jigs.
The green and red lights, they was a'flashin'
The parful wind nearly laid us flat
And them there aliens was down right evil
'Cause I think they squwarshed rna cat.
Whin I finally drug rna plaster'd self to the yard,
I's blinded so's I couldn't see,
But I heered them aliens a'talkin'
Hollerin' "Flatten 'er right down, J.D."
Golly dim it, they was eatin' rna cam,
I's madder dan a 01' wet hen.
Then I saw they'd only mashed rna crops flat;
You can imagine I feeled better then.
Big g'gantic circles was all they made
With l'il fingers and flags and such
It right tickled my toenails to have me a camfield
With an alien artist's touch.
Now, I heered from them papers it ain't aliens
But don't b'lieve a word they's a'sayin'
. 'Cause rna earn's darn near flat, and Buford's missin'
I think it was him they's fillayin'
Well, I don't rightly know what to do next
I 'spose Mr. Prasident deserves a call.
He'd be happy as a wart on a toad
T' know them aliens had a ball.
Christina Smith
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to lie beside
a girl with
brown skin and black
hair, hear the slow
twirling chant of
a pan flute, break away,
out of this country's
vulgar mind frame,
to someplace where
emotions and desires can flourish
unfettered by greasy chains of
colloquial
and sociological attitudes me, and
my dark-skinned
girl, in truly
naked
love
Matthew Gordon
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Echoes
"We two form a multitude." - Ovid
"You look like a whale," John said to the woman lying next to
him. "How'd you get so big?"
Shelly smiled and called the man a jerk. Her eyes narrowed in
mock hostility.
"It'll get worse," she said. ''There's plenty of time."
A brisk wind buffeted the house. Surrounded by cold, the
bricks of the structure sheltered the couple from an angry winter.
Covered by a blanket, the man and woman languished side by side in
the warmth of the bedroom. In their early thirties, they struggled to
become a family.
"You know I'm jealous of you," said the man.
Shelly folded a book across her lap and looked over the top of
her glasses. In a practiced manner she rubbed her hands across her
bulging midriff. Her face glowed with expectation and was calm and
patient, a schoolteacher's face accustomed to dealing with petulant
children.
"Since you seem determined to annoy," she said in an aca-
demic tone, "I will dispose of any pretense of reading and listen.
Hmmm?"
The man leaned closer to the woman and stared at her play-
fully. The woman opened and closed her eyes in a deliberate blink and
stared back with a wide-eyed expression.
"Cut it out," he said and pulled his face away. "Anyway, I am
jealous, you know."
"As well you should be," she said and placed her hand on his
side of the bed.
"Would you like to hear Why?" he asked.
She shrugged her shoulders to disguise her fatigue. It was past
her bedtime. She had to work in the morning.
"All right," said John, "because ... " He scrunched his face in
mock agony.
"Well-?" she asked.
A memory nipped at his thoughts and caused him to hesitate.
Though the woman beside him was radiant in her splendor, he felt
paralyzed by what might lie ahead.
"I don't know," he said. "I'm just kidding."
The woman sighed and prepared for a difficult time.
"Come-" she said, "out with it. What's bothering you?"
"Nothing," he said. "It's just. .. you're so beautiful tonight."
30
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Shelly shook her head. Strands of hair fell across her eyes.
"Is this about sex?" she asked in a tired voice.
"Will you listen to me for just one moment?"
A cat slipped into the room and paused at the foot of the bed.
Guardian of the house, the animal purred before springing onto the
mattress. The creature blinked and followed its routine to the bowl of
biscuits resting on the table next to the woman. The couple continued
their conversation unaware of the animal's activities.
"I feel left behind," said the man. "It doesn't seem fair. In
one brief moment you're transformed into a fertility goddess while the
best I can do is lay masonry from nine to five."
He strained his face into a scowl and gritted his teeth. The
storm gathered outdoors and increased its pressure against the bricks of
the house.
"You're acting silly," she said. "You can do whatever you
want."
"Fine, I'm silly."
The man leaned forward and swung his legs over the edge of
the bed. A T-shirt clung tightly to his chest. He sat with his back
toward the woman and watched a few drops of sleet splatter against the
window. His body was strong and healthy with broad shoulders and
tawny arms.
"What's wrong, John?"
"I don't know," he said. "It's my-"
He let out a sigh and bobbed his head as if listening to an echo
from the past, a refrain from an earlier life.
"I'm worried," he said and turned his head toward her.
"Something could go wrong, you know, and even if it doesn't we'll still
have a baby to deal with and -Christ A1mighty- there's money to
worry about and what kind of parent will I be and if it's a boy will it
grow up hating me the way sons always hate their fathers and if it's a
girl how will 1know how to treat it and on and on."
The cat looked up from the biscuits and stared toward the
center of the room. The outburst disrupted the rhythm of its routine.
"We'll make do," said the woman calmly, "and you'll be a
fine father. I'll see to it myself."
"I know," he said and leaned against her shoulder.
The cat blinked and yawned. The light would soon go off; the
night enfold itself around the animal's perfection.
"Don't you see?" he continued. "That's it. You don't need
me. You're as self-sufficient as Bruce."
Upon hearing his name the cat sidled instinctively toward its
31
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mistress.
"I thought I was the one who was supposed to be hormonal,"
she replied.
"Ignore my feelings."
The man rolled onto his back and lay on top of the covers. He
stared at the cracks that spread across the ceiling like a river of veins.
"See if I care," he continued. "But remember-I know more
about this than you think. I've been through it. I know what a shit
thing it is for me to be helpless while you bitch and moan and play god
every day. And then when the big moment arrives I'm the messenger
between you and the rest of the world. The whole thing sucks; but
never mind any of that, we'd better tum out the lights so you can
sleep."
In the silence of the room, the man and the woman, sheltered
by a layer of Puritan brick, lay next to one another and were still.
Resting comfortably in a groove of alienation, they wondered to
themselves about the ordeal awaiting them: the expulsion of life, the
sleepless nights, the obliteration of routine. They feared what they
could not understand. And they waited for the days and weeks and
months to slip away and relieve them of the burden of the unknown and
unexpected.
"There it goes," she said. "See if you can feel it."
The woman took the man's hand. In a gesture as old as
humanity, she placed it upon her protruding stomach.
The man waited a few seconds and felt a pressure.
"Did you feel it?" she asked.
He nodded and smiled. "I did," he said. "I felt the baby."
Tears beaded in his eyes and a sense of melancholy --deep and old -
took hold of his senses.
"That's right, honey," she said. "Your baby and mine."
"I know," he said as if in a daze. "Your baby, my baby and
God's baby; isn't that the way it is?"
"Yes," she answered, surprised by the reverie in his eyes.
"You, me and the Lord creating something from nothing."
An echo nudged at the man's memory. Words forced their
way to the surface.
"Someone once told me a baby represents the union of God
and man," he said, "a joining of the sacred and the profane. They
referred to the Bible where Jesus says let the children come for the
Kingdom belongs to them."
In the sanctity of the bedroom where life begins, a shadow,
cast from the glow of the lamp, moved like a cloud across the wall.
32
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The animal walked to the foot of the bed and looked for the perfect spot
to rest for the night
"You loved her, didn't you, John'! You did love her."
"I guess so," he said and squirmed beneath the covers. "I
don't think about it anymore."
"Do you ever wonder where she is'!"
He closed his eyes and tried to picture what she looked like.
The image was old and out of focus. He could detect a youthful smile
and cheerful eyes, but the vision faded. In the wake of the pain that had
split them apart like fragments of bone he saw a face that was worn
from effort
"Yes," he finally said.
The storm moved overhead and unleashed its wrath upon the
house. The bricks repelled the pounding of the cold like fists against a
husband's chest
"Sometimes I think about what would've happened if the
pregnancy had been different," he said and stared at the ceiling.
Pure white with hollow eyes, the animal bumped against his
owner's arm. The woman picked up the creature and dangled him in
front of her before setting him down in the hollow of her lap.
"Was it a boy or a girl?" she asked.
"I never knew," he said. "Afterwards, we just wanted to get
away and start over. We ran from one another like frightened animals."
"So you divorced?"
"It's why we married in the first place."
She rubbed her hand over the warm fur and felt a nudge from
within.
"Maybe we should get married," she said.
A purring noise sounded in the air, surrounding the couple.
"Maybe," he said and switched off the light. "I think we
should wait"
The woman reached for the man in the darkness. The cat
returned to the foot of the bed. Snow pelted the windows of the
bedroom.
"Not much longer," she said, and squeezed his hand beneath
the covers. "I don't want that."
The cat raised his leg and began to groom himself. With eyes
shut he licked at the silky fur over and over again like a bloody wound.
In the growing darkness, two hands relaxed and separated. Silence
settled over the room.
Charles Sutphin
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Rethinking
I often tire
of senseless chatter,
the background noise of earth.
But then I gaze upon the
isolation of the moon-
And realize how much that din is worth.
Christina Smith
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